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above the village and began to talk.    The Germans were
stationed in Millerovo, and so Miron asked anxiously :
" Do you think the Geimans will haw, a whack at us ?
They're an evil lot."
" No/' Pantalcimon reassured him. " Matvei Kashulin
was in Millerovo the other day, and he says they're afraid.
They don't dare touch the cossacks/'
. Miron laughed into Ins beard and played with his cherry-
wood knout. Evidently happier in mind, he turned the
conversation to other matters.
(( What government will you set up, do you think ? " he
asked.
<( We'll have an ataman.   One of ourselves.   A oossack ! "
(( God grant it ' Choose a good one. Put the generals
through their paces as a gipsy does a horse."
" We will.   The Don is not yet poor in wise heads."
They lapsed into silence. A breeze chilled their barks.
Behind them across the Don the flaming fire of tin* dawn
was splendidly, silently burning the Jorests, the meadows,
the lakes and woodland glades, A sandy rise looked like
yellow copper, and the stunted bushes reflected a dull bronze,
They arrived at Millerovo the next evening, and spent the
night with an Ukrainian acquaintance living by the elevator.
After breakfast next morning Pantuleimon went to the
railway station, whilst Miron harnessed his horses and drove
off to the shops. He safely passed the level crossing, and then
for the first time in his life he saw Germans. Three Land*
stunners were coming straight towards him, One of them,
a short, thickly-bearded man, waved his hand,
Anxiously chewing his lips, Miron pulled on the nuns to
stop his horses. The Germans came up to him. A tulJ, well-
fed Prussian said with a smile*;
" Look, there's a real live cossuck ! He's even wearing
cossack clothes* I expect his son fought against us. Let's
send him alive to Berlin, He'd make a queer exhibit/1
" We want his horses ; he can go to the devil ! " one of
the others replied. He cautiously passed round the horses'
heads and approached the wagonette,
" Down you get, old man ! We need your horses to take
some flour from the mill to the station/' H^ pointed to the*
mill and, with a gesture that loft no doubt of his meaning,
invited Miron to get down. His two comrades turned away